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There is a great deal in Mary Rose, an exquisite tale of a
girl who is spirited away on a remote Hebridean island and
returns 25 years later, still unchanged in age to wait for-
lornly for a space until she, too, finds rest. In Dear Brutus
there is a wood, not an island, but it serves the same pur-
pose. Through the mischievous machinations of Lob, alias
Puck, his guests, all of whom have longed for a second
chance, wander on Midsummer Eve into an enchanted
wood and there, for an hour, find their wishes fulfilled.
The philanderer, now married to the girl with whom he
had been flirting, is bored with her and seeks relaxation
with his real wife. The dishonest butler who says that
he never had a fair chance, has become a prosperous, but
crooked financier. The drunken artist learns what a
different man he would have been had he had a daughter,
while his wife discovers that she would have fared no
better had she married someone else. Only ones a middle-
aged, unambitious soul, is contented with his lot and
returns to the normal world without the regret, shame
or salutary self-reproach of the rest, who realise that the
second chance for which they craved would have made
in most cases, little difference to their lives. The fault
lay in themselves rather than with cruel fate.

Many people have written fantasies* The surprising
feature of Barrie's is that the characters, though slipping
in and out of a fantastic world, are essentially real. Here
and there, perhaps* his work is a trifle over-sentimental,
but it is only rarely. He writes with deceptive simplicity.
His dialogue is brilliant and illumines the characters.
He can lend reality to an elusive and fanciful idea* Pathos
and humour are perfectly combined and even the most
puckish of his plays is perfectly constructed. No one can
compete with Barrie on his own ground. Berkeley
Square by John Balderston (in collaboration with Sir John
Squire) captures the fantasy but lacks the humour. The
works of A. A. Milne have the charm and the humour, but,
for the most part, without the fantasy, whilst the brothers